*    Ma Saw's "Elevation    *

recently. You heard about the tigers? It was a shocking
sight. They marched on like an hallucination/

But she, in a half serious rich manner, replied:

"The woods of Popa are full of tigers. I have seen
them in my village on a variety of occasions, at mid-
day take the headman's pony, at midnight eat the clerk's
baby. For us they are just hungry beasts/

Usana found a comforting broadness in her uncon-
ventional manner. He dropped the subject of his fears
and took her hand.

"Has she not a lively hand?' he said, turning to the
two ladies-in-waiting, who knelt a few paces distant,
an expression of indulgence on their charming faces.

*A lively hand to amuse a good-humoured King/
They quoted an old song. 'The King is so genial that
the hands of those on whom he looks are lively as kit-
tens/ And they struck an attitude as they knelt, heads
on one side, wrist and knuckle joints turned back with
extraordinary suppleness, the fingers in an arc, with
tips approaching the back of their hands.

Tlay something on the strings,' Usana told them.
They reached for little harps like boats and plucked an
air, which they knew he liked.

Ma Saw had now joined the King on the couch. She
knelt beside him and had taken up a yak-tail whisk.
There were a few mosquitoes about and these she dusted
away, swinging the whisk in time with the music. Then
dropping it, she pretended that one of the insects had
bitten him on the arm. With playful concern she leant
forward and rubbed the place with her tiny palm. As
she did so, he breathed in her ear, Those hands, I knew
they were lively/ in a tone which showed that the in-